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much frustration, disappointment of the flesh, blind-
ness of the spirit, but at last he was defending
something well worthy of defence. He could hear
singing in his ears, the chanting of some old psalm,
and in his nostrils there was the sweet stench of
incense, armour clashed, and against flame-light ke
saw a sword raised. No; rather what he saw was
young Dawlish who drove round crying vegetables
and boxed a bit in his spare time; Lampiron had
taken an interest in him once until he stole some
suits and shirts and tried to seduce a little kitchen-
maid Lampiron had at the time. So now Lampiron
(the sweat was pouring down his face, his heart was
pounding, his belly was cold and pressed by the
shirt of mail he wore under his vestments) cried
to young Dawlish, * Look out, Dawlish! . . , Get
back, you young fool/ But young Dawlish aimed a
kick at his sensitive places, so he raised his nailed stake
and brought it down on young Dawlish'$ head.

They were beginning to give way then* The
mounted police were no joke. Men were running
across the Green for their lives* But Tom Caul
wasn't. He wasn't running away for anyone*

And suddenly he saw Lampiron* This was a
rich moment for him. It was the thing he'd prayed
for* * Here's for my brother/ Filth poured from
him. Every obscenity at his command obeyed. His
cheek was cut, blood trickled into his mouth, cold
like a slug, he was bare to the belt round his waist.
But he dropped his stick. He went for Lampiron
with his fist. A second later they were locked in one
another's arms. Lampiron hadn't a chance. He
was sixty-eight years of age. Caul was the strongest
man in Glebeshire. Nevertheless those shoulders